
Boems 









JL\^ 



1 k Mr 1 J 



?fTCtO?^ TT- {[Sfw 


V\Ari^r^zV?AS£j7^ 
















ENDLESS TRAVEL 

Expressive Narrative Prose Poems 


ANWER GHANI 



ENDLESS TRAVEL 


Expressive Narrative Prose Poems 
ANWER GHANI 
Iraq 2020 



CONTENTS 


CONTENTS.5 

PREEACE.9 

THE BITTER EEOWERS.10 

YOU WON’T FIND CLEAN WATER.10 

UNUSUAL KISS.11 

THE SEA GAZE.11 

NEAR THE RIVER.12 

A COLD SLAP.13 

OUR SKIN COLORS.13 

THE BRIGHT STREET.14 

OUR PALM TREE.14 

OUR CURTAIN.15 


THE PINK SOUND 


15 















THE SILVER VOICE 


16 


COLD DESIRES.16 

THE DIM LIGHT.17 

THE RHYTHMIC WHISPER.17 

COLOREUL WISHES.17 

ASOET AIR.18 

DAWN.18 

THE CITY OE DEATH.19 

A BIG KNOWER.19 

A NARROW DESIRE.19 

WHEAT AND ELOWERS.19 

A RURAL SMILE.20 

A EARMER EROM THE SOUTH.20 

SILENT DESIRES.21 

PRETENDED COLDNESS.21 

SECRETS.22 


COLD HANDS 


22 




















SOMETIMES YOU NEED TO BE BEIND ... 23 


A SMAEE HEART.23 

WAITING.24 

THE EADED END.24 

I WRITE TO YOU WITH SADNESS.25 

THE EESTIVITY OE THE GREAT 
WATERMEEON.26 

EET YOUR GREEN EYES SEE MY BITTER 
PAIN.26 

I AM NOT A POET.27 

IWIEE TEEE THIS STORY TO MY 
CHIEDREN.27 

THE EAST THING.28 

THE SOEDIERS HAVE RETURNED.29 

I HOPE TO DIE AS A SOEDIER.29 

ENDEESS TRAVEE.30 

THE BITTER SAIEING.31 


IT IS NOT A SECRET 


31 

















THE KILLED TREE.32 

YOU SEE WHAT I SEE.33 

I BELIEVE IN LEGENDS.34 

THE TORN CLOAK.34 

A GRAY STORY.35 

MY GRANDMOTHER WHISPERS.36 

END.36 










PREFACE 


The travel of our souls is an innate desire. Just as 
we cannot live without food, we cannot live 
without this traveling desire. One of the pages of 
travel life is writing which can reach the land of 
hope and illuminates dark areas. Beautiful writing, 
like poetry, can change our awareness of world by 
its traveling features that make us fly with joy and 
pleasure. 

In our deep interior there are travel areas where 
everything means everything, and when we talk 
about something, we talk about something else. In 
this area and at this level, what happened is the 
travel of feelings, meanings and impression. 
Writing becomes sometime a great travel, and here 
shows the creativity of poetry. From this point of 
view, writing is a travel, and our souls use creative 
writing in that wide traveling. The idea may wear 
many dresses to show itself and the writer should 
listen to its voice and take care of its wishes. 


THE BITTER EEOWERS 

I remember the small flowers of my grandfather. 
They were bitter and colorless like my life. They 
always have fugitive blossoms and are constantly 
hiding behind the gray veil as a bitter friend. Those 
colorless flowers looked my face near our brook 
with my constant failure and like the heart of a 
woman, they colored my life with their bitter 
passion. I have been sad since I saw the tears of 
our land and as a legendary waterfall, they filled 
the streams with my blood. 


YOU WON’T FIND CLEAN WATER 
My friend is very polite and always tries to drink 
clean water, but unfortunately, we are in the same 
cold darkness. It is an early death. Oh the 
unfortunate humanity. Place, uh place, how lonely 
you are? looking for the remnants of a human 
being. Why should this happen? I am a man of the 
21st century and my days soaked in mud as an old 
cow. I don't like the cold sound, but my days are 
damp like a woman's coat and my heart hangs on 


absent trees. My friend, you may see sunrise 
cheers, but the real face of all this illusion is the 
cold darkness. So, don't try, you won't find clean 
water here. 


UNUSUAL KISS 

Our days are full of surprise, as all the happy 
springs are overflowing from their amazing 
fingers. I am not water, and I cannot sleep in the 
hearts of these springs, but the freemen made 
houses of love for birds that know nothing but the 
morning songs. They are smooth creatures, and 
there is only light in their hearts so they are always 
shining and from their journeys, the beginnings 
have begun. Their hands are silver and you can see 
their golden chants lying safely on our land where 
the lovebirds stand under our smiling trees and 
give me an unusual kiss. 


THE SEA GAZE 

The sea has a legendary story that penetrates our 
depths with its stormy love. It paints our world 
with its unique flavor, and gives life its pungent 


taste. Its gaze steals the hearts that yearn for it, so 
they swing like the ships that the waves take away. 
The sea is our wavy essenee, and its wind is a free 
woman with a eharming blue robe. The sea is very 
soft, but it is violent and leaves no story for the 
trees, but as you see I sit behind these trees to see 
the glory of the sea, and melt in my wavy words: 
"Everything has a rebellious spirit, even you, even 


NEAR THE RIVER 

You know very well the splendor of life near a 
river. As the morning begins its journey, the 
squirrel eautiously jumps through green songs and 
all flavors take their azure veil. There, near the 
river, the flowers, the women, and the old farmers 
know the stunning eolors. Near the river, the thin 
dreams wearing their blue dresses, and the delieate 
whispers make a passionate eake with early dawn 
smiles. The moments are absent tales without the 
passion of the river, and the places are just dry 
deserts without its blue colors. Through its very 
hidden secrets, we see an unforgettable memory 
and from his hidden desires, we write poems in 
fine letters. 


A COLD SLAP 

This coldness is one of the beautiful pages I have 
met in my difficult life. It goes deep into my 
dreams and makes an ice shadow from my heart. 
It steals every possible warmth from my bag, so 
I'm still happily standing under that tree as a wet 
bird. This beautiful cold deliberately cuts my skin 
with its hidden knife, and breaks my face like the 
water of a frozen lake. This coldness kills my 
dreams every night and slaps my face every day, 
so you see flushing on my cheek every morning. 
It's not a lover's kiss or a pink rose, it's just a cold 
slap. 


OUR SKIN COLORS 

The leaves of the trees are green, but we cannot 
hate the purple, it is also beautiful, symbolizes 
warm life and holds hope for the future. We are 
mere navigators but we cannot assemble all the 
violenee to release a rose; the red rose does not 
need blood. Just look at the lovers; they have a 
colorful bouquet that teaches us that the colors are 
wonderful. The colors of flowers and lovers' 
bouquets tell us that multiple colors are not 
barriers. You can take a look at the multiplicity of 
bird sounds; it tells us that our word is wide. Look 
at our various words, our various choices and our 


various tastes, it's different as our skin eolors; they 
teaeh us the beautiful mosaie of our existenee. All 
I ean say is that: our skin eolors are not barriers; 
they are beautiful flowers. 


THE BRIGHT STREET 

I was told that Paris is a beautiful eity and has a 
eolorful spirit, so from ehildhood I dreamed of 
slapping my brown face with its white clay but I 
am a wild leaf knows nothing about beauty or 
artists and all I know are dry fields. Here, in my 
broken box, nothing but a pale shadow with a faint 
spirit walking between woods with a hidden face; 
I mean a very hidden one. When dawn opens its 
eyes, I hear our birds sing in a faint voice, and 
when the evening closes its eyes, I see our moon 
without love, so how can I walk in the bright 
streets of Paris? 


OUR PAEM TREE 

Our palm tree is shy and slender like a goose, and 
when she looks at me, I feel it a princess came 
from the smiling cities. The colored dates under 
the green fronds, yes green fronds that do not turn 
yellow. Our palm tree has eyelashes longer than 
the river, until you see our ancestral ships sail 


between their stormy waves. She does not easily 
dissolve in tight dreams because you can feel her 
wavy pulse, but you cannot grasp her dancing 
smile behind her shawl. Near her feet, there is a 
fountain of soft water flirting the smooth cheeks, 
and around its brown waist, the desires that stole 
my heart as a yellow bird. Despite her soft veil, 
she is unable to hide her bright spirit, and despite 
her stunning length, she cannot hide her shiny 
fingers. 

OUR CURTAIN 

We have a thick curtain that was inadvertently 
colored by lost moments. She, without delay, 
comes in the evening with strange winds to comb 
our coarse hair. In fact, I cannot distinguish her 
from our faces nowadays and because of this 
confusion I sometimes think she is my mother. 
She stands there to reduce the sound of the noon 
sun; I mean the burning sun, and to bring back 
some of our lost consciousness, but because of its 
redness, she always remembered the sad stories of 
lost life; I mean the tales of war. 


THE PINK SOUND 

I wasn't sleepy at the time, but I didn't smell the 
dreamy flowers of the pink sound. Do you see the 
colorful fields ceremony? Its fragrant spirit is the 
smell of ecstatic coated eyelids. When your eyes 


see the majestic waves of pink sound, at that time, 
you will remember my words, and you will feel 
the remote carnival lands in my dispersed corners. 
Yes, I didn't smell the dormant flowers of pink 
sound, but I am a skilled farmer who knows 
everything about its dreamy smile and its hidden 
desires. 


THE SILVER VOICE 

I was not able to sit on our bough when my 
grandfather used to talk about bright birds and 
charming horses. There were cities with a silver 
voice whose whispers touched our window and 
our smiles deepened without delay. I was just a 
little kid, and you can't expect to find in my pocket 
any fairies, but our fields are the daughter of a 
silver voice invading our souls with his deep 
greetings, so you always find me immersed in 
silver songs. O the sliver voice, get my whishes on 
your wings and shelter my dream in the delicious 
midday. 


COLD DESIRES 

This very quiet river hides behind the trees and 
from there it looks at me eagerly. It always 
whispers silently and deeply in my dreams and its 
birds are always dead from love. It was not a rose 


or a smile; it was just a silent aneedote; its very 
strange coldness eats my memory, so you might 
see my soul colored with very dormant and cold 
desires. 


THE DIM LIGHT 

When my eyes see this dim light, the whole hidden 
thoughts dance in strange shadows asking for that 
light that breaks through my silence. You may 
want to see my soul jump over the grass amid 
these shadows. You may want to know how this 
dim light captures my dreams and thoughts? You 
may not know that you are that dim light. 

THE RHYTHMIC WHISPER 
We heard the rhythmic whisper of our lakes at a 
precious moment; they were charming. I saw their 
dreams; they were rosy like their souls. You may 
see all their smiles behind their veils as the sun sets 
where the magic never ends. Here, in this rhythmic 
whisper, the sun combs the braids of the river and 
draws soft seasons on its eyelids. 

COLOREUL WISHES 

When we saw those colorful shades, their 
whispers penetrated us very quickly, and when we 
smelled their fragrant smell, the sun subsided in 
our dreams as a blue butterfly. In an unparalleled 
moment; in an absent moment, all the warm 


characters and deep euphoria melt in us as sugar; 
this is when we touehed these shadows and heard 
their eolorful desires. 

A SOFT AIR 

This soft air resembles a green apple on its wing 
daneing spirits and sunny songs. Its dew leaves 
wet our eheeks while its breeze rinses our hearts. 
It comes from remote lands on soft wings where 
the fields are delightfully hovering. This delicate 
air colors our dreams with a pearly spirit and 
jumps between our breaths as a butterfly. 


DAWN 

I love the eolor of dawn; it fills my soul with the 
breaths of the revolutionaries and holds my 
dreams above the wings of freedom. I emerge 
among its spikes as a green song, and fly over its 
flowers as a butterfly that the rain has wet her eyes. 
Dawn is the eolor that does not know fear and does 
not know lying; like the remote land has been seen 
by the aneestors. By its whispers, I return 
faseinated between the branehes, kiss the faee of 
the water and sing songs that have long loved by 
time. At that moment, there will be no spaee for 
pale words on my lips because the dawn is a life 
that doesn't know death. 


THE CITY OF DEATH 

The world is getting smaller; his bones are 
devoured by bad smells. No, the truth is a smile of 
beauty, but this civilization is nothing but a city of 
death. 


A BIG KNOWER 

The lily of the lake when it dawns, I see it, even 
though I sleep on a blind pillow. How many 
comers told me about distant worlds, but without 
pain I forgot my stories and sat in the corner like a 
futile dream. 


A NARROW DESIRE 

When the hill gives up its great glory, and when I 
forget questions for my childhood, then you can 
imagine how narrow my desire is. 


WHEAT AND FEOWERS 
Wheat is a great pioneer; it makes death ways 
gardens that fascinate eyes. How is the path to the 
wings, and there are only birds that have been 
frozen for a long winter? 


A RURAL SMILE 

This is the new world looking out of the window 
without good glances. His brown tales scatter 
among the branches of grapes, as wings without a 
homeland or nostalgia. On the small stream, a 
rustic smile awaits me with a pale heart that knows 
no love. Yes, the flowers have changed, the water 
of the river has become meager, do not wait for the 
rebels. 


A FARMER FROM THE SOUTH 
I am a farmer from the south bring nothing in my 
pocket but orange. Look at my face, it is brown 
and look at my hands, it is white. I am from here; 
from the south, where the river knows nothing but 
love and the sky tells its stories in a loud voice. 
Here is a farmer from the south, an oriental man 
with a dreamy spirit, and my axe smashed the 
bitter rock head and built the great Uruk. Yes, I am 
a dreamer from the south, a bird and a poem. My 
heart holds only legendary love, and my mouth is 
always smiling as a colorful butterfly. 


SILENT DESIRES 

I am an old farmer, knows the amazing eolors of 
the flowers’ hearts where the dreams wear their 
shiny dresses and whispers make a sunny eake for 
morning birds. As the squirrel travels through 
green songs, all flavors take on their green veil, 
and when rivers wear their stories, every girl 
drenehes her dreams. On their hands, times are 
filled with windy passion and plants smile in dry 
deserts. In their sleepy eyes, you can see the 
secrets of the river and from their soft whispers, 
you may know the silent desires. 


PRETENDED COLDNESS 
When this southern bird saw our dreams, he 
opened his book. He knows the hearts of our 
farms, and his hands that used to come from the 
far valley color the face of the moon with laughter. 
O seer bird, this is my love, sitting behind my eyes. 
Can you see it? Can you hear its voice? Here is an 
exposed veil that covers a fiery and shy smile, 
carrying the pretended coldness on the warm 
wings. 


SECRETS 

I am a sunny man and not mysterious, so I can 
easily hide my fingers because I'm like the old 
tales of my city without a song. I am from here; 
from the south where my grandfather absence and 
where I always hide in our secrets. Take a look at 
our faces; when you see our eyes, you will find our 
secrets completely non-secret, and all these 
strange stories will reach your heart before the 
morning pain. Eook at our land, we are farmers 
from the south; our dreams sleep before the moon 
whisper swings. Eook at the frigidity of the 
furrows of this earth, where the shadows know 
nothing of eternal stories. 


COED HANDS 

Here, on my earth you see no rose; there is nothing 
but pale and rhyming faces of pain. You see no 
eyes but the empty sea, and here you can feel the 
cold hands of the world as it knocks on our door 
in a frightening night. O cold world, I can't see 
your heart or your eyes. I remember when you told 
me about colored trees but when I put my head on 
the pillow your red hand knock in the cold nights 
so I see our lost children and their sad morning 
shed in the waterwheel. 


SOMETIMES YOU NEED TO BE BEIND 
I was traveling in the desert cities with a smile in 
my heart. The puzzling sea gave me an old song. 
It is a memory coming from faraway land told me 
about the adventure that sat in our depths. It 
always told me that the wind is a strange leaf that 
misleads us with delusions, but when we sleep, we 
see its face clearly. At that moment, her cold 
stories will show us. I am not a big bluffing mirror, 
but I feel like I'm a colorful shade looking for a 
unique flower, and when I find it, it says: Student, 
sometime you need to be blind to see clearly. I 
hear her voice, and I see her face in my heart, 
because I am a blind man. 


A SMAEE HEART 

I am just a small piece of paper carrying a colorful 
dream on small hands and young feet. My eyes are 
very wonderful like a migratory ship and my skin 
is a mystery, and a colorless puzzle. When the 
quiet clouds saw my plane, madly melted in 


silence. Please, this is my postponed life. It is the 
beauty of my lost love. Yes, I am a small heart, so 
you see my words roll freely and madly. 


WAITING 

Here, I am from the history of the deaf rock 
feeding on every possible cruelty. Here, I am 
waiting for you without tears to see your glow and 
tales. Let it come, an unforgettable time, let it 
come. Love has a memory that does not know 
absence or death. Here, I am learning messages 
without sound; I am learning the desire of things. 
I knew that waiting for you is a postponed life, and 
that the face of the water is a mirror of all truth. I 
will be pure sincerely, yes, I will be so pure with 
freedom waiting for you with all love. 


THE FADED END 

I heard that the rivers will breathe their last laughs 
in the faded stream, and the birds will leave their 
eggs in the faded trees and build their nests in my 
grandfather's faded garden. Clouds will make the 
sky tell faded stories and rain faded hours. The 
absences will sleep in my faded dreams, until you 


can see the spirits embraeing their faded shades. 
The sun's rays will drink their last tea in the faded 
darkness, then you ean see my poem standing at 
the faded end. 


I WRITE TO YOU WITH SADNESS 
I am just a sad roek on the road, but when I 
remember your voice, I feel the strange green and 
dewy touch of my skin, so I smile. I am alone, like 
this bitter time, and I am only good at sadness. I 
write to you with sadness because I am from the 
sad land. The roads here are sad, the stories are 
sad, the hearts are sad, even the smiles are sad. We 
are here when we write, we write with sadness, 
when we read, we read with sadness, when we 
love we love with sadness, and when we laugh, we 
laugh with sadness. They stole our door and stole 
our windows, so the sadness entered our homes 
with air. We have beeome fish that breathe 
sadness, and when we are born, we are born with 
sadness beeause we know that behind our stolen 
doors and behind our stolen windows, nothing 
awaits us but sadness. 


THE FESTIVITY OF THE GREAT 
WATERMEEON 

Summer is not beautiful in Iraq; it is old and it is 
standing on a long failure. The summer here, like 
me, loves watermelon, but it is a bitter love. The 
watermelon here is something hidden and 
wondrous, full of secrets and magic, and our 
ancestors often tell us about it strangely, until I 
thought that the watermelon is a mythical being. 
When I return from my long absence, I will go to 
one of the doors of my grandfather's small 
orchard, and I will paint a small watermelon on it 
and I will celebrate. I will invite all the birds of the 
earth to seed the grain of watermelon in the fields 
of the Iraqis in order to make a big celebration; it 
is the festivity of the great Watermelon. 


EET YOUR GREEN EYES SEE MY BITTER 
PAIN 

I am not alone here; your green eyes make my 
dream and distribute them as bouquets of roses to 
passers-by on a foggy winter's day. Here, I am 
waiting for you; wait for your eyes. Eet your green 
eyes see my bitter pain. I am the harvesting of this 
land so it has no non-tearful concern. Eet your 
green eyes see my big pain, the broad pain, let it 
do it once. Your green eyes will not be ruined or 


damaged if you look at my pain, if you declare one 
day that it will see this strange destruction. I am 
not alone here, I am not alone at all, because your 
eyes are always making my dreams and always 
drawing my fear with passion. 


I AM NOT A POET 

Whoever says that I write love poems, I just sit 
near the bank of the river to celebrate your great 
vineyard, you are a waterfall from that pure 
balcony, where truth and a free call, you are a huge 
and deep stream, you are an endless story. Yes, I 
am not a poet but at least I can honestly count my 
fingers, but the bleak walls cannot hear the call. 
They cannot see your beautiful face because their 
hearts are gray and their hand are yellow. Yes, I 
am not a poet but when your hand touches my 
heart, I see the depth. 


I WILL TELL THIS STORY TO MY 
CHILDREN 

As I told you, I am an Iraqi man, my father told 
me that there is a large tent under its roof, there is 
a free man wearing smiles for foreigners. He told 
me that he embraced the stranger because he was 
a stranger one day. Look at my bag, I put my 
dreams in it, some flowers, my father's stories and 


some Mutanaibi’s poems but as you see, I am 
banned. I love Simic poems so much, and I hope 
to visit poetry institutes in New York, but I am 
banned, so I am sad, and I will tell this story to my 
children. You might think that I am an imaginary 
storyteller, but believe me, I am a man who loves 
the birds and coffee, but I am from the Middle East 
and this is my crime. 


THE EAST THING 

I am the last thing I was looking for. Here, I 
learned to turn without limits. I am a city and a 
lighthouse without tears. The fields contain a 
thousand songs the peasants know nothing about, 
and the butterflies have kisses that have tempted 
the hearts of lovers. But I am a rock, sitting in the 
middle of the hill for nothing but an assault on 
nature. My yellow dress is very pale, and my heart 
does not know love. I am not a great knight. I'm 
just a forgotten tale. Hurray hurray, the miserable 
words. 


THE SOLDIERS HAVE RETURNED 
The soldiers have returned, their joints moaning 
like snow; In their helmets, strange dreams of 
girls. The songs take their lives. Smile, wars, the 
cold hands, he is a soldier who was killed by your 
cruel gray soul. O dark winds, cold eyes, wait, 
wait, this is my heart still faltering between the 
slopes, his feet from a song, and his love is the 
remnants of a coppery voice that does not find a 
way back. The soldiers have returned, and I am 
still shaded with a hand tied, as if I am a strange 
mirage, as if I am a strange illusion, as if I am a 
strange love. The soldiers returned, but the city 
was still pale, the streets were red, and my beloved 
was still crying. 


I HOPE TO DIE AS A SOLDIER 
I searched long everywhere in my short fingers; I 
searched in my gray color, and also searched in my 
hidden veins, but I did not find a picture of a 
soldier. Perhaps I am tainted with some blindness. 
I have to find my purity to see the picture of that 
soldier I know who yearns for free death. I am 
really sorry now, because I was not able to be a 
soldier, and to die free, because I know that life 
has a smile that can only be seen through this 
death. I stand here, every day like a faraway bird; 
I stand ashamed to listen to that voice; the voice of 
my heart. Yes, I am standing here waiting for the 


return of my pure soul; every day, may I die as a 
soldier. I stand here, with bitter silenee, bitter 
longing, and bitter waiting, I hope to die as a 
soldier. 


ENDLESS TRAVEL 

I am not a shadow, to possess all that great history 
that the trembling hands have written and the very 
gray winds built its nests. Look at my eye, it's a 
lake full of geese, and look at my limbs, by which 
the loggers have warmed themselves. The sunset 
closed the shops of my delight, making me a 
mythical ghost who had left every possible desire. 
Here I see the nests of the birds leaving, carried by 
endless vehicles, endless travel. Yes, birds have 
hearts full of every passing story, so I am. 

INNOCENT DREAMS 

Kisses are just a lie, flowers are a fake path, smile 
is nothing but gray theft, and love is very selfish. 
Obviously, there are many mirrors of life and you 
have miserable hearts and the most unhappy 
minds. You may be very smart, and you may have 
learned lying before school age, but I feel a fever 
when I read your very gray and cold words. There 
is no place for innocence in your world and fog 
blinds your eyes. I am from the South and all my 


dreams are simple and innocent, but innocence, 
unfortunately, according to your dictionary, is 
weakness, stupidity and loss. 


THE BITTER SAIEING 

Surprisingly, I can no longer sail in the Euphrates, 
nor can I find a vehicle in my blood to love the 
sun. My mouth turns in the amidst of the words 
and freedom flows from my ears like ants. I fade 
at a strange speed, as a lover brings longing 
behind, so no eye can see. Eook at my dreams; 
They are made of rusty nails that know nothing of 
civilization. Eook at my eyelids, they are rainy 
leaves, made of sorrow of a tired cane with crusted 
feet in the mud. In the arms of this bitter sailing, I 
can barely distinguish the face of the Earth from 
parts of my dream. Yes, I will have marine stories 
when I talk about the bitterness inside me. 


IT IS NOT A SECRET 

It is not a secret that there is a secret. It is not a 
secret that everything here is blind except your 
illuminating spirit which is coming from the 
seeing lands. It is not a secret that the places are 


tight, the times are tight and the human are tight so 
it is good to talk to yourself, otherwise this blind 
world will crush you like an autumn leaf on the 
road. It's really good to talk to myself and see its 
vast world and hear its secret tales. Not a secret at 
all, and as an old traveler, I know many of those 
stories and many of those secret lands. It is not a 
secret that this world is too weak to accommodate 
your grand and powerful soul. Your soul has 
another place and another world that deserves and 
waits, so wait. As for me, I long death because I 
know that it is the gate. 


THE KILLED TREE 

Late is the son of the word and its faithful servant. 
If you want to kill a tree, just say it is miserable. 
According to the angle of your deviated sail, I 
have no right to touch the oil or the cow's milk, 
among other things like smiles and quiet sleep. All 
of these things, I have no right to think of them, 
they are just yours because, according to your 
deadly words, I am marginal and have no 
experience. Also, you may find in some of your 
hidden papers or your blind words that I am 
dangerous and harmful and that I only know 
smoke and I have only a bitter knife in my hands. 
But in fact, I am a tree that was killed by an 
unknown under the sun> 


YOU SEE WHAT I SEE 

Everything sings; everything wants. Yes, my 
friend, it's a celebration. Thus, I faded with love 
like a peasant chant grows among the wheat; My 
bag is colorless but overflowing with stories I 
cannot tell you. This is how I am love to bow, I 
only have two knees with which I touch the face 
of the earth; I only have thorns swallowing my 
joints, so I bend over my cruel dream as a cold 
milk seller in the winter mornings. This is how I 
learned something; when longing becomes a dull 
sail, and when butterflies desert their young fields, 
then you should know that you are looking at a 
wedding night overflowing with drought. Yes, you 
see what I see; yes, it is a celebration, it is 
complete desire. Yes, you see what I see; 
everything sings; everything wants. 


I BELIEVE IN LEGENDS 
I am not a journalist; I am just a simple farmer 
knows many things about worms that live under 
the shade of a very small leaf. I am also not a 
wizard, not because I do not read much, but 
because I am from here, from the forgotten 
islands. I am not a prime minister, so the prime 
minister must know everything about paleness of 
palm trees, because they say palm is the last 
empire of the time. In fact, I believe in legends, 
and in the early morning I will put the tales of the 
forgotten men and their trees with their colorful 
worms on my head and cross the oceans to plant 
in a new garden where the air is fresh and the river 
is smiling. I know I will do this, because I believe 
in legends. 


THE TORN CLOAK 

My heart is very shining, not because of its soft 
whiteness but because of all those young dreams 
which have been melted in my stony chest. I tried, 
like any shaded tale, to hide my dead flowers with 
a torn cloak, so they can't see any picture of a 
living fragrance; I mean the fragrance of the 


remote lands. Here, in my heart, you find all the 
naked wishes that cover her nakedness with a 
cloak; I mean the worn cloak. Yes, I am a scarf 
man; my water is dark and all these cloaks cannot 
hide my grief. Yes, I am the naked man, and it is 
not strange to see my feet immersed in every futile 
story. I am the mantle of sorrow; my land is only 
a legendary face of crying and my women are 
nothing but faint boats. 


A GRAY STORY 


I know the war and its ugly voice, because I am its 
son. The war is a gray story, wearing a red robe in 
lonely nights. It has been stolen my pure blood and 
every smile, so you may see nothing here but sad 
moments. In the morning, our children fill their 
eyes with foggy clouds, and in the evening, you 
can smell hungry souls. The walls of our rooms 
are tom apart like our shattered souls, and the beds 
of our brides are as bloody as the colors of our 
Streets. Our young and old people sit in the dark 
comers waiting for their misty fate, and every 
hand here has only paralysis. Without any sin, we 
sink into the fields of fire, and you, reader, do 
nothing. 


MY GRANDMOTHER WHISPERS 


I love the moon because its smile is as bright as 
my grandmother's tales. She whispered every 
night in the ear of my dreams, telling me the story 
of colorful birds in that remote land. I saw her sea 
and sat beside her beach in that warm world. I told 
her my story and told her about the shaky years 
that gray souls swallowed. I told her I did not l ik e 
to cry, but you see; there is no place for my smile. 
Those cold souls have stolen my life. They said 
that the high sound was the cause of grief, but I did 
not find the truth in their red voices. I heard my 
grandmother's tales and she whispered in my 
depth that love of the moon did not require blood. 


END 


